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The Secret of the Lost




Cookie
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Max’s stomach rumbled as he

tiptoed into the kitchen, trying to be as quiet as a mouse. The afternoon sunlight filtered through the curtains, casting a warm glow across the room. Max’s eyes immediately locked onto the cookie jar on the counter. His mom had baked a fresh batch of chocolate chip cookies that morning, and the scent still lingered in the air. He couldn’t resist.
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​

He glanced over his shoulder

to make sure no one was watching. His mom was upstairs, taking a nap, and his little sister, Lily, was playing in her room. Perfect timing. Max stretched up on his tiptoes, his hand reaching for the top of the cookie jar. His fingers brushed against the cool glass, but he couldn’t quite grab the lid. With a little wiggle, he managed to knock it off the counter with a small thud.

​

Max froze. He waited for a second, listening for any sound of footsteps. When he heard nothing, he breathed a sigh of relief and quickly grabbed a cookie.

As he bit into the warm,

gooey treat, Max’s face lit up. It was delicious—just like he remembered. But as he chewed, something inside him felt a little funny. He knew he shouldn’t have taken it, but the temptation was too strong.

​

He looked down at the half-empty jar and felt a pang of guilt.

Just then, as if on cue, Max heard a rustling sound behind him. He turned to see a soft glow lighting up the corner of the room. Before he could react, a large, magical owl flew in through the open window and landed on the countertop. It had shimmering white feathers and large golden eyes that seemed to sparkle with wisdom.
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​“Ah, Max,” the owl said in a deep, soothing voice. “I see you’ve discovered the wonders of your mom’s cookies.”

Max froze, his mouth still full of cookie. He hadn’t seen or heard an owl fly into the kitchen before, and his eyes widened in surprise. “Who... who are you?” Max asked, staring at the owl in awe.
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“I am Milo,” the owl replied, puffing out his chest proudly. “I’ve come to help you with a very important lesson.”

​“Ah, Max,” the owl said in a deep, soothing voice. “I see you’ve discovered the wonders of your mom’s cookies.”

Max froze, his mouth still full of cookie. He hadn’t seen or heard an owl fly into the kitchen before, and his eyes widened in surprise. “Who... who are you?” Max asked, staring at the owl in awe.
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“I am Milo,” the owl replied, puffing out his chest proudly. “I’ve come to help you with a very important lesson.”

​

“I... I guess not,” Max

admitted. “But I was hungry, and Mom always says I can have one later. I didn’t think she’d mind.”

Milo tilted his head, his golden eyes shining with kindness. “It’s not about whether your mom minds, Max. It’s about being honest with yourself and with others. When you do something you know is wrong, even if it feels small, you’ll always feel better if you tell the truth.”

​Max frowned. “But what if she

gets mad? I didn’t ask first, and I didn’t mean to get into trouble.”

Milo’s voice softened. “It’s easy to be afraid of the

consequences of honesty. But remember, honesty builds trust. It’s always better to face the truth, no matter how hard it seems.”

Max thought about it for a moment. He knew his mom didn’t like lying, and she always told him that honesty was the best policy.

​

But this felt different. What if his mom was disappointed? What if she took away all the cookies forever?

Max was still unsure. “What

should I do?”

Milo blinked, his golden eyes

glowing even brighter.

“You’ve already made one choice, Max. Now you can make the next one. You can choose to tell the truth, and in doing so, you’ll show your mom that you’re brave and trustworthy.”

​

Max took a deep breath. He looked at the last cookie on the counter and then at Milo, who seemed to be waiting for him to make up his mind. “Okay,” Max said finally, feeling a little nervous but also proud. He marched over to the door and knocked lightly on his mom’s bedroom. “Mom, I have something to tell you.”
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His mom’s voice called from inside, “Come in, Max.”

​Max stepped into her room, his heart pounding. He could feel the cookie in his stomach, as if it was telling him to speak up. His mom was sitting on the bed, reading a book. She looked up with a smile as he entered. “What’s up, buddy?” she asked.

Max took a deep breath.

“Mom, I... I took a cookie from

the jar without asking. I’m

really sorry.”

His mom put her book down

and looked at him with a

gentle smile.
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​“Oh, Max,” she said, her tone

kind but serious. “I’m glad you told me the truth. That means a lot to me.”

Max was surprised. He had expected her to be mad, but instead, she seemed proud of him.

“Thank you for being honest,” she said. “You know, honesty is always the best policy. I appreciate you telling me, even though it was hard.” Max felt a warm glow in his chest. “I didn’t want to get in trouble,” he mumbled, his face turning pink.

​“I know, sweetheart. But you did the right thing. You made a brave choice,” she said. “And because you were honest with me, I’m going to give you another cookie. But next time, remember to ask first, okay?”
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Max’s face lit up. “Really?” “Really,” his mom said with a wink. “You’ve earned it.” As Max left the room, he felt like a weight had been lifted from his shoulders. He had told the truth, and it had felt good. Not only did he get a second cookie,

​but he also learned that being honest wasn’t as scary as he had thought.


And as he sat down at the kitchen table, savoring his second cookie, he couldn’t help but feel a little wiser.



Maybe Milo, the magical owl, was right—honesty really was the best policy.
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The Big Race
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It was a bright, sunny morning at Hillside Elementary School, and

excitement filled the air as students lined up along the track for the annual school race. Max and Olivia were standing near the starting line, stretching their legs and chatting about how they’d do in the race. Max was feeling confident. After all, he had been practicing running in the park every weekend.

​His legs felt strong, and his sneakers were ready to sprint.

“I think I can beat you this year, Olivia,” Max teased, grinning.

Olivia rolled her eyes. “You wish, Max. I’ve been working on my speed. I’m going to win!”

Max laughed. “We’ll see about that.”

The race was about to begin, and Max’s heart started to race in his chest. He was excited but also a little nervous. The track was filled with kids,
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​all eager to run, but Max had one thing on his mind—

winning. He wanted to show off his speed and impress everyone. But he also knew that it wasn’t just about winning—it was about having fun.

As the whistle blew, all the runners took off at once, and the crowd cheered. Max felt the wind in his face as he sprinted forward, his feet pounding against the ground. He glanced to the side and saw Olivia already pulling ahead.

​She was fast, but Max was determined to catch up.

Around the first bend, Max was gaining ground when, out of nowhere, another student, Ben, came up behind him. Ben wasn’t very fast, but he was a friendly kid who always tried his best. Max saw Ben moving toward the inside of the track, so he shifted over to give him space.

But just as Max made the move, his foot caught on the

edge of the track, and he tripped. With a loud "thud," Max stumbled forward,

​his arms flailing to keep his balance. In the chaos, his foot caught Ben’s, and before Max knew it, Ben was sent tumbling onto the grass. “Oh no!” Max gasped, feeling his heart sink. Ben lay on the ground, looking surprised but unharmed.
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Max immediately stopped running and ran over to Ben. “Ben, I’m so sorry! Are you okay?” he asked, helping him up.

Ben shook his head and laughed. “I’m fine, Max. I didn’t see that coming. But hey, I’m still in the race!”

​Max wanted to make sure Ben wasn’t hurt, but the race was still going on. As Max looked around, he saw that Ben was now falling behind, way behind. He could feel the pressure building in his chest. He knew he had caused Ben to fall, and now Max had a choice to make. He could pretend it never happened and keep running, or he could do the right thing and tell the truth. But if he admitted what happened, would it ruin his chance of winning?

​

Max didn’t want
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